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confession. If one of them had broken away and gone back
to his seat, they would all have gone. But the personality
of Caesar that broke them also held them there. Brutus felt
the fiery compulsion of Caesar's presence, his fearless eyes.
He forced himself to raise his own eyes and stare back. He
looked Caesar in the face and knew that he would never lose
the image of those searching eyes until his death, and that
he would die beneath their scornful gaze. But something
beyond either shame or fear was driving him also on. His
body set rigidly and he saw the statue of Pompeius, his
father's murderer, overhead. He too was stone. He would
strike, and the blow would be that of the mam of stone.

The other senators were gaping at the scene on the floor
of the hall, gripped by an obscure and deepening perturbation.
Why, they could not say; but they felt something was wrong.
The change from an ordinary scene of petitioning to a drama
of menace occurred almost in a flash; and the onlookers
stopped in mid-sentence, turning to watch, holding the sides
of their chairs or catching at one another's arms.

Caesar felt that he had one chance. They dared not face
him. He must walk boldly through the group, straight
through them, before they had time to think. It was his
one hope. Without formulating what the situation was, he
knew that he was in a deadly snare. He made a step forward,
and at that moment Casca, who had successfully edged round
to his back, leaned towards him. Caesar saw the movement
reflected in the eyes of the men before him. Casca's hand
lifted, and the resistance of the group stiffened, closed.
Caesar was lost.

He turned swiftly now towards Casca, hoping to break
through the side, and the magic of his eyes was ended.
Gimber, stealthily, painfully, as if fighting against a great
force of wind, stretched out and grasped at Caesar's toga.
He caught the cloth and pulled at it in a weeping frenzy
of joy. Casca, biting through his lip, leaped at Caesar,
aiming his dagger blindly at the face, but he was dazed
with the terror of the act. The dagger, slipping, gashed
Caesar on the neck. But the gesture was enough. The
blood lust of the others was unleashed. They no longer
Feared Caesar, they saw only the stricken quarry. They